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Seven times she has been * overtook.' She's no teetotaller is that cook."
I knew a man both tall and strong, Who played at golf from morn to eve.
His temper short, his driver long, His language would a caddy grieve.
His mind was filled with foolish fancies
Of " grips " and " follow throughs " and " stances."
" What will you do ? " the angel cried,
"When the old man plays his game with you ?
Look up, my son, the world is wide." He only growled, "What would I do?
" Send   him   to   . * .   ahem I   below,   without a punkah.
I caught him teeing in a bunker."
A boy and girl were newly wed.
The livelong day they billed and cooed. Their path with blushing roses red
Fragrant with love was thickly strewed. His world, the wonder in her eyes. His heart, her earthly paradise.
The angel smiled "The crown is yours.
No world so wide as Love's dear land. For you he opens heavenly doors*"
She only pressed her husband's hand. "I wish this bird would fly away. I have so many things to say."